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Of all the places I have been, 


In this broad land or overseas, 


I choose, for my abiding place, 
The little town of Thank-You-Please. 


The grown folk there are at their best, 
Not one is known to scold or fret: 

They never fail to, “Thank you; please,” 
And thus a good example set. 
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So loving are the children there. | 

No cross or ugly looks arise i 

To mar the faces that | meet ‘ 

Or drive the smiles from out the eyes. : 

Each boy who lives there is polite, 

He lifts his cap and gently speaks : 

To any dusty wanderer i 
Who guidance in his travel seeks. 

“I thank you,” are the happy words F 

He gives to all in cheery tone, 

While brightly shine his friendly eyes. i 

For any favor he is shown. 


The little girls are always sweet, 


They never pout and never frown; 
Each smiles and smiles her loveliest. # 

To keep the sunshine in the town. 4 
; “Yes, if you please,” I hear each say, : 
: When asked if she would have some a 
good. 
; In fact, the children of that town % 
i Both speak and act the way they should. E 
Stray dogs that to the village come, 


Are given food and shelter too. 


The kindest deed that one can think, 7 
Is just the deed those children do. 
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One day | saw a dozen boys 

Run to the help of one small cat, 
That, having climbed a schoolyard tree. 
Within the branches crying sat. 
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And all are kind to little things; 
The butterflies are not afraid 
To flutter through the village streets 


Or rest within the lilac shade. 3 
4 All are so grateful and so kind a 
; In all they do, to all they see. ; a 
H I heard a girl say to a rose: ge 
i “T thank you that you bloom for me.” 
And once heard a hearty lad 
! Speak this way to his apple trees: te 
; “When summer comes, O grow for me, 
j Large, shining apples, if you please.” 
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One day | watched the children send 
| Their white kites mounting to the sky: 
| heard them shouting: “Thank you, wind. 


For carrying our kites so high!” 


It is a joy to dwell among 


The children courteous as these, 
Who at the right time always say: 


“Accept my thanks,” or, “If you please.” 


So. for the reasons I have named, 


Of towns at home or overseas, 
I choose, for my abiding place, 


The little town of Thank-You-Please. 
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LITTLE 


In a beautiful park in an eastern city, many little squirrels have 
their homes in the big trees and are fed by the kind people who 
sit on the benches and stroll through the park. 

One little gray squirrel had a most beautiful bushy tail, edged 
with reddish brown hair that in the sunlight looked like little streaks 
of gold. The children called him Bushy-tail. He was very friendly 
with every one and quite greedy, too. 

The other squirrels stayed in the big park, but Bushy-tail would 
visit the houses in the neighborhood and chatter at the doors and 
the windows until some one gave him some nuts. 

Every morning he used to visit a lady on her porch. He knew 
that she had nuts in her pocket. He would sit in front of her and 
chatter and chatter, and if she did not give him a nut he would climb 
upon her knee and scold most loudly until he got his food. Sometimes 
he did not want to eat the nuts, but would bury them so that he 
might eat them when he should be hungry. 

Bushy-tail crossed the street car tracks every morning as car No. 
11 came along. The motorman knew some teachings of Truth, and 
he believed that even a little squirrel is one of God’s creatures and of 
some use in the world. Remembering that the Bible says, “Inasmuch 
as ye did it unto one of these my brethren, even these least, ye did it 
unto me,” he would always slow down until Bushy-tail was safely 
across the track. 

One very cold slippery morning all street cars were late, and 
Bushy-tail was late, too, in making his morning call. Just as he got 
on the track and as usual stopped to rest a bit and saucily look up 
and down the track, car No. 8 came rapidly along. Clang-clang went 
the motorman’s bell, but Bushy-tail only sat up and listened, turning 
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Every morning he used to visit a lady on her porch. 
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his little head first one way and then another. The car sped on, as 
the motorman growled: “We are late now; I can’t wait for a squirrel.” 

Following close behind was No. 11, and its motorman spied the 
squirrel, injured, lying beside the track. He brought his car to a 
sudden stop, tenderly wrapped the little fellow in his handkerchief, 
and put him into his big overcoat pocket. The pocket was a warm bed 
for Bushy-tail. 

When the motorman had finished his day’s work he took the 
squirrel home to his little boy and his little girl. The children nursed 
little Bushy-tail back to health. 

The accident had cost the squirrel most of his beautiful tail and 
half of one hind leg. 

For weeks the lady who had fed the squirrel watched for her 
little friend, and missed him, and wanted him. 

When the first spring days came, the good motorman took Bushy- 
tail back to his home in the park where his little squirrel friends were. 

One morning shortly after that, the lady heard a chattering noise 
at the window, and saw her long-lost squirrel peeping in—but such a 
different-looking one, with most of his beautiful tail and part of one 
hind leg gone. 

She raised the window to let him in. With his little head turned 
up saucily, he chattered gaily to the lady, as much as to say: “Good 
morning. I’ve come back. Are you not glad to see me?”’ She was 
indeed glad; she called him her dear little Bobby Bushy-tail and 


cracked nuts for him. 
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The Old Guide And Margot 
Discéver Valma Village 


BERNARD SEXTON 
Chapter III 
Marcot Goes To SCHOOL 


On the same day, the old guide went out exploring. He took 
Margot with him, and when they came back, they announced to 
George and his wife that they had found just the piece of land they 
liked. When they described it, George said that he knew the owner 
and that he would try to buy it cheap for his boarder. 

The owner was willing to sell for a reasonable price, and on 
reasonable terms, and so the old guide came into possession at last, 
and began to build. This was in July. By the time the first snow 
fell in November, the outside of the house was finished. The old 
guide said that he would leave the inside to be done during the 
winter. The big stone fireplace was there. The kitchen, the laundry, 
and bathroom were finished. All that remained to be done were the 
partitions and the floors. 

The donkey, too, had been attended to, for he had his little 
stable separate from the house. 

All through November the old guide worked on the floors and 
partitions, while Margot cooked, kept house, and waited on the table. 
Some of the neighbors worried about her not going to school, until one 
day she and her father appeared at the spelling bee, and Margot won 
the prize for her age. Then it came out that the old guide was teach- 
ing his little girl, himself. He had taught her so well that she was far 
ahead of her class. 

As for Margot, she said she would go to school only when her 
father had all his work done. 
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It would be hard to tell which was the more popular, Margot or the donkey. 


Things were well along by the first of December, and on that 
date Margot made her appearance in school. The Valma school was 
really remarkable. All the inspectors and all the superintendents praised 
it and praised its teacher, who had been in the school five years. 

“*Miss Fitzwarren,” the people said, “oh! of course she’ll be with 
us always.” ‘That was the way the people of the village spoke of 
every one who had come there to live. And there was a good deal of 
truth in it too, for Valma was really such a fine place that it was a 
rare thing for any one who had once settled there, to leave. 

When Margot walked into the schoolyard, that first day of 
December, Miss Fitzwarren came across the yard to meet her. 

“T’ve heard of you,” said she. ‘““You are Margot, aren’t you?” 

Margot, who had never been in a school in her life, was rather 
awed by it all, but she curtsied a little and said: 

“Yes, ma’am, I’ve heard such nice things about your school that 
I’m sure I'll be happy here.” 
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As she said this, she looked up at Miss Fitzwarren, and when their 
eyes met, they liked each other at once. Miss Fitzwarren was young 
herself, and she was pretty, and knew lots of games, and taught the 
children cooking, gardening, and nature study. She took Margot by 
the hand, to show her in. 

‘Please, ma’am, where can I put the donkey >” 

“Oh! you brought the donkey, did you? How delightful! I'll 
show you the shed, and then if you like, you can turn the donkey 
out to graze.” 

The children came around while Margot was unhitching the 
donkey. Some of the boys helped her to take him out of the harness. 
There was great excitement, for Yucatan, as he was called, was the 
first donkey Valma had ever seen. And always after that, Margot 
gave the children rides around the yard at lunchtime and at recess; 
and it would be hard to tell which was the more popular, Margot or the 
donkey. 

Miss Fitzwarren had no bells in her school, but when it was time 
for lessons, she came to the door and called to the children to come in. 
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It was her first day in school. 
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Margot turned the donkey loose, went over to the schoolhouse, and 
walked in. It was very gay and cheerful in the Valma school. There 
were flowers on every window ledge. The desks were little, clean, 
white tables, and there were country chairs made to suit all sizes of 
children. The tables were not arranged in any regular order, for 
the teacher liked to be able to move things so as to have plays and 
spelling matches. The teacher’s table, with flowers on it, was at one 
end of the room; the stove was at the other. A little room, off to the 
left, was used for cooking, manual arts, and nature specimens. To the 
right was a dressing room alcove. 

When all the children except Margot had taken their seats, the 
teacher took her by the hand and said: “This is our new friend, 
Margot. I know you will treat her well and make her feel at home.” 

“This will be your table,” she went on, leading Margot to a 
table near her own desk. 

Margot sat down at the table and took out her study things. 
She was perfectly happy, for it was her first day in school. 


(The end.) 


The evening star doth o’er thee peep, 
To match thy slumber bright. 

My little child, now go to sleep, 
Safe in God’s loving sight. 


—George Cooper. 
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Ze al? 
LIDA R. HARDY TALKS 


GOD'S GIFT OF THE HORSE 


And when we look into the eyes and see the soul of the animal look out 
upon us, with all its love, as well as strange questionings, is it possible for us 
longer to remain among the company who feel that there is a great gulf fixed 
between man and the animal ?—Trine. 


Of all the family pets, there is no animal that is more deeply 
interesting or more tenderly beloved than the pet pony or the kind 
family horse. 

Nothing brings greater joy to a child than being comfortably 
seated on the strong, friendly back of faithful Dolly as she leisurely 
marches through meadow or lane. ‘Then after the ride, how per- 
fectly natural it is for the child to reward his kind, patient friend with 
a gift that to her is the sweetest and best—a nice lump of sugar or some 
plump juicy fruit! And not once will he forget the true sincere patting 
and the fresh, sparkling drink. 

The horse is a mammal, and belongs to the order of Ungulata. 
To this same order belong the pony, the zebra, the donkey, and the 
cute little burro. 

Unlike the dog, the cat, and even good Bossy, these animals have 
one toe and a single hoof to each foot. 

Our best horses have been brought over from England. They 
are much like the Arabian horses, with the exception of being taller and 
longer. 

The Arab is as kind to his horse and as thoughtful of it as he is 
of any member of his family. It lives in the same tent with him and 
sleeps among his children, who roll and tumble about their pet without 
the least fear of being hurt in any way. The Arab feeds his horse 
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from his own hand, and would almost as soon think of selling one of 
his boys or girls as his horse. Arabian horses are quite handsome, as 
well as kind and amiable. 

Have you watched the working of God’s law enough to see that 
these beautiful, loving creatures are only the picture of all the love 
and kindness which they themselves receive? The seeing eye watches 
the workings of this same law, not only among animals, but even in the 
insect and plant worlds. Best of all, we see it work for ourselves. 
That is the reason we can afford only to send out that which we desire 
to have come to us. 

Our dear friend, George T. Angell, said: ““Try kindness and 
good care with the animals that help you, and you will have better work 
from them. Say to yourself: ‘I will treat this animal that is in my 


The horse is a mammal. 


care, just as well as I would like to be treated myself, if I were this 
animal.’ You will learn to be thoughtful and kind, and your family 
will be happier, as well as your dumb animals.” 

If I were a horse I shoud not want to have my head drawn out of 
a natural position, by a tight checkrein, making my mouth sore, my 
neck stiff, and my knees weak, would you? 

If I were a horse I should not want to wear blinders which hold 
the heat and injure the sight. I should be more likely to shy if I could 
not see what was behind me or at my side. 

And do you think it kind for men to cut off the beautiful flowing 
tails of horses, just because some thoughtless people call it stylish? 
The dear God gave every horse a tail for a special purpose. He knew 
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that the horse would need just exactly that particular kind of a gently 
sweeping brush with which to keep off the flies and the insects. 

Do you think it would be pleasant to have flies and gnats settling 
on and creeping over your face, when you had no way of driving 
them away? No! No! These things are not orderly. They are not 
following God’s law of love, which says that we must give the kind of 
treatment which we wish to receive. 

Mr. Angell was a man who always practiced the law of love in 
all his relations with men and the lower animals. A horse so spirited 
that others could not get into the saddle would stand perfectly quiet 
for him. When he was a boy, he never went past a kind-looking 
horse without stopping to have a talk with him. One Sunday morning, 
as he was walking to church with his good mother, he suddenly stopped 
to have a few friendly words with a very gentle-looking horse. Turn- 
ing around, his mother said: ““What do you suppose people will think 
of you, stopping right here on the public street, on the Lord’s day, 
on the way to church, to talk to a horse? Why, they'll think you’re 
crazy!” George said that he did not care half so much what the 
people thought, as he did what the horse thought. 

One of the near relatives of the horse is the mule. Harvey Riley, 
superintendent of government mules for more than thirty years, says that 
no animal has been more cruelly treated than the mule. Yet no 
animal has been a greater friend to man. 

The mule has been complained of because he kicks: Mr. Riley 
says that if mules are properly trained and kindly treated, they will 
be less likely to kick. Mules have a great deal of intelligence, are 
very teachable, and return good service when ruled by kindness. They 
kick because they are mistreated by careless and ignorant people. 
They give only that which they have received. 

Another near relative is the pony, one of the most intelligent of 
the lower animals. He can be trained to seesaw, dance, and march. 

Every boy and girl in the world should read Mrs. Sewell’s book, 
“Black Beauty.” It is a story of an English horse. And because the 
book has taught people to show more love and kindness to their horses, 
and treat them more humanely—because it has done all this, it is 


called ““The ‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin’ of the Horse.” 
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THE ORIOLES’ NEST 
GEoRGE CARTLICH 


“Oh, what shall we do with our house, my dear, 
When we fly away south this fall? 
We built it so snugly with grasses and twigs, 
And down from the sycamore tall. 


“Oh, how can we leave our wee honeymoon home 
And the nest where our chicks lived and grew, 
To the sport of the wind and the rain and the snow, 

Which only knows sunshine and dew?” 


Dad Oriole clung to a trailing elm bough, 
With a wise little gleam in his eye: 
“We'll tack up a sign, ‘For Rent,’ Mother dear, 


In case that a fairy comes by.” 


Next morning the nest bore a neat little sign, 
And what do you think! Before long, 

A tiny gold fairy moved into their home 
To care for it while they were gone! 
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WORK IN YARN 


When I was a little girl my grandmother taught me how to 
make some pretty balls of worsted, zephyr, she called the worsted. 
She made these balls to put on caps and sacks and bootees that she 
had made for her grandbabies, but I am going to show you how to 
make them to use for gifts for the big folks and for the little folks 
and for yourself. 

These balls are very easy to make. If you do not get sleepy 
too early, or Mother does not say, “Bedtime, dear,” too soon, 
perhaps you can make several of them after lessons are finished. 
Suppose you get ready some evening. 

See whether Mother or Grandmother has some scraps of 
worsted in her knitting bag. Any color, or even several different 
colors, will do to make the first ball, and if they are bright colors 
you can make a big ball for the baby of the family, or for another baby 
that you know. 

Now we shall make our pattern. Take a piece of paper and 
make a circle on it, five inches across; in the center of this circle 
make another circle, an inch across. Perhaps you have a compass 
with which you can mark the circles; a saucer and a saltcellar very 
near these sizes will do. Cut out the paper pattern and lay it on 
a piece of lightweight cardboard and mark; then cut this out. 
Make two of these. Cut the worsted in lengths of about three 
yards and double them. 

Now we are ready for work. We shall take the two pieces 
of cardboard and, placing them together, wind the yarn round and 
round, as shown in diagram |. Cover the cardboard closely all around 
with one color, then cover it with another, and then another—that is, 
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if you have different colors. If all are of one color keep winding round 
and round as evenly as you can until not another bit will go through 
the center. A large bone crochet hook will be good for pulling the 
strands through when the center begins to fill up. Now with sharp 
scissors clip the worsted all around the outside edge, keeping the 
point of the scissors between the two 
cardboards. Take a long strand of 
worsted, double it, and slip it between 
the two cardboards, wind around closely 
several times, and tie twice. Now you 
can tear away the cardboards, and shake 
out your ball until it is fluffy. Trim off 
all the ragged ends until the ball is 
smooth and round. The double strand 
of worsted with which you tied the ball 
may be crocheted into a chain stitch to 
make a nice cord with which to tie the 
ball where the baby can watch it. 

Now that you have learned how to 
make these balls, we shall find some 
other ways to use them. Make two of 
these balls on cardboards two inches across, with a hole in the center a 
half inch across. When you tie the first ball between the cardboards, 
use the end of the ball of worsted; then, as close as you can to where it 
is tied, make a loop on your crochet hook and make a chain like this: 

Chain 2, worsted over hook, draw a loop through the 
last chain, then throw over and draw through the 
three loops on the hook. Make one chain, and in it 
make three loops like you made before. Keep work- 
ing like this until your chain is about a yard and a 
quarter long, then break the worsted, leaving six or 
more inches. Draw the end through the loop on the 
hook, wind several times around the-other ball between 
the cardboards, and tie. When finished it looks like 
diagram 2. This is very pretty when used under the 
collar of a blouse or of a school dress, and tied in a bow- 
knot in front. If you use it for a gift, wind it on a dif- 
Y ——— ~~ of cardboard and tie in a bow. 

: right dash of color on a hat in a shopwindow 
Diagram recently proved to be two of these balls. One was 
placed on the upper brim near the edge; the other, just beneath the first, 
under the brim. They were pressed flat so that they looked like a ball, 
with the hatbrim dividing it in half. These balls, if they are to be used 
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on a hat, should be made on circles of cardboard about four inches 
across, with a hole in the center about three fourths of an inch across. 

Here is another use that can be made of the balls. There is a 
heavy, soft, mercerized cotton that comes in large balls and in many 
colors. Make two balls of this, by using pieces of cardboard three 
inches across (centers a half inch). Then tack them on a little card- 
board, pressing them flat against 
it (diagram 3). These are 
called pompons. They will be 
nice for big sister’s bedroom slip- 
pers. Many times the pompons 
are lost off slippers long before 
the slippers are worn out. These 
pompons will make the slippers 
like new. 

Is it not fine to know how to make so many pretty and useful 
gifts? This is “thankful month,” and I am sure that each of you has 
so many things to be thankful for that he cannot count them all. There 
is a song that says: “Count your blessings; count them one by one;” 
let us say: “Count them every one.”” The more thankful we are, 
the stronger magnets we are to attract more good things to us. Are 
you a magnet ? 


Diagram 


Our food and shelter, life 
and health 


Come from our Father's 


boundless wealth. 
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WHY THE FIREFLIES CARRY LANTERNS 
Curtis HASELTINE 


Do you know why the fireflies carry little lanterns >? 

Once in the deep forests and on the wide meadows there were 
many little elves. One day the leader of these elves, who was His 
Majesty Tinkapins, said: “All of you, my people, know of my yearn- 
ing for a wife.”” All of the elves gravely nodded their heads. “Now,” 
His Majesty went on, “I must go to the land of the dwarfs. I'll have a 
five-day journey and there are many bandits on the way, so I must 


have a bodyguard to protect me. Now line up, and all who are willing 
to go step forward one step. One, two!” 

The line remained unbroken. 

““My gracious, will no one go with me?” exclaimed Tinkapins. 

“T beg your Majesty’s pardon,” piped up a small dwarf, “but 
they all stepped forward.” 

“Ah,” said the king, “I am anxious to start. We leave today 
when the sun is at its height.” 

That noon, with snail shell trumpets blowing, the little party 
wound its way through the forest toward the land of the dwarfs. 

When about one day’s journey from the land of the dwarfs the 
elves heard a great crash, and a huge lion appeared. The elves were 
very much alarmed, but their leader said: “Lie down, and the lion may 
not see you.” Sure enough, the lion did not see them, but he saw a 
deer in the glade near by. He started to creep after it. In so doing 
he nearly stepped on the rear guard, but he stepped back and roared 
when the elves stuck their lances into his toes. The lances distracted 
his attention so that the deer escaped. The party moved on at a run, 
so that they got to the land of the dwarfs that night. 

e next morning Tinkapins sought the palace of the dwarf king. 

When he walked through the palace gates, surrounded by his body- 
guard, he saw the dwarf king’s only daughter. He came to the dwarf 
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king, who sat on his golden throne, and asked for the hand of the 
king’s daughter. At last the king consented: Then he said: “If she is 
ever lost, come to me and I will give you a pair of wings and a lantern.” 

So Tinkapins and the daughter of the dwarf king were wed. The 
next morning Tinkapins and his bodyguard started for home. Some 
bandits swooped down upon the little party and carried off Tinkapins 
and his wife. When Tinkapins was being carried away, he said: 
“Remember about the wings and the lantern!” So the elves hurried 
back to the dwarf king, who gave them each a pair of wings and a 
lantern. They found Tinkapins but they are still hunting for his little 


wife. 


A PERILOUS VOYAGE 


NorAH BERRY (14 years) 
Nelson, Lanc., Eng. 


One summer night, full many years ago, 

The moon shone brightly down upon the deep; 
And there among the waves a cradle rocked, 

In which a baby nestled fast asleep. 


Too young to know what dangers round it lay, 
The child slept on in peace, without alarm, 

Till, by God’s grace, a ship came by that way, 
Whose captain saved the little one from harm. 


DEEDS OF KINDNESS 


NinA CoNANT 
Brush, Colo. 


Pretty sunshine, golden light, 
Making all our world so bright; 
Shining in upon the dark; 
Making all the flowers grow; 
Making all this great world glow— 
Pretty sunshine. 


Deeds of kindness, deeds of love 
Like the sunlight from above, 
Making even poor seem rich, 
Leading lives straight up to God, 
Lifting them from the common sod, 
Deeds of kindness. 
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AN IDEAL 


| JEAN CROMLEY 
San Gabriel, Calif. 


! Jean was a growing child. She had a bad temper and always 
wanted to have her own way. One day she went to her mother and 
f said: ‘Mother, to me the rose stands for kindly actions, such as | 


want to grow in me. ‘The dandelion stands for bitter actions, such 
as I wish to heal. Will you call me ‘Dandelion’ when I am bitter, to 
make me think? When my actions are kind and sweet and when you 
wish to compliment me, call me ‘Rose,’ so I will realize that I am on 
the right track. Then I shall have courage to go on.” 


OUR GREAT, GRAND, GLORIOUS GOOD 


WILLIAMS (14 years) 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


That great, grand, glorious Good 
Which I love with all my heart!’ 
Without it nothing lives, or nothing could, 
As it is of every being, part. 


DO WHAT IS RIGHT 


DoroTHEA Kirk (10 years) 
Zilla, Wash. 


Let’s always do what’s good and right, 
And always pray when comes the night. 
Then God will help us all the day, 


Both in our work and in our play. 


THE BEES 
WILLIAM Epwarps (9 years) 
i Normal, IIl. 
One day the bees were busy making honey and going in and out 
i of the flowers. Donald and Jean were watching them. 


“Look at that big bee,” said Donald, pointing to a bumblebee. 
“Oh, I’m afraid,” said little Jean. “It might sting us.” 
“*He won't hurt us if we don’t hurt him,” said Donald. 

Then Jean said: “He won’t hurt us anyway, because God is with 


us. 


25 


26 WEE WISDOM 


THE OCEAN 


Mary BarreTT (12 years) 
Pablo Beach, Fla. 


I love, how I love the ocean, 
So angry, so calm, so dear! 

It expresses my every emotion, 
Of joy, surprise, or fear. 


It calls for my heart to awake; 
: It thrills me through and through 
ug As I watch the wild waves break 


And know its call is true. 


I give praise to the Creator, 
7 The maker of the sea, 
For I know that now, not later, 
This enjoyment is for me. 


GOD'S WATCHFUL CARE 


Nancy Parr (12 years) 
Glencoe, N. Y. 


God is with us all the day, 
Helping us in work and play. 
And he watches by us, 

All through the long, long night, 


Sending pleasant thoughts, 
Which guide us in the right. 


BOBBY GRAY 


HECKER (11 years) 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


I have a darling kitty cat, 
I call her Bobby Gray. 


3 She is so very full of tricks, 
4 | | must hide all things away. 


She jumps into my dollhouse, 
And turns ‘things upside down, 
And when I stop to scold her, 
She just purrs a little song. 


| 
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YOUNG STUDENTS 
IMELDA OCTAVIA SHANKLIN. 


MIND—CONSCIOUS 


Whenever we speak of the conscious mind we mean the thoughts 
that we have in mind all the time. 

If we use the superconscious or spiritual mind in our thinking 
our lives become more like God's life. If we think thoughts of 
error our lives become unhappy. 

The conscious mind builds our bodies, makes them well and 
keeps them well, or makes them ill and keeps them ill. If we use 
Truth in our thinking we are well and happy. The Truth is: God’s 
life is all the life that there is, and God’s goodness is everywhere. If 
we use error thoughts we are not well and happy. Evror thoughts 
make us believe that sickness, poverty, hate, and trouble are real and 
that they have a power over us which we cannot throw off. 

The conscious mind makes our habits. That is, if we will prac- 
tice thinking thoughts of health, plenty, love, and happiness, these 
thoughts become a habit with us, and after a while we come to know 
that God and his goodness are everywhere, in every one, all of the time. 

We should watch our thinking, and never let in any thought that 
does not speak of God’s presence and goodness everywhere. We 
should never speak of that which seems to be evil. For evil of any 
kind is only a shadow in the conscious mind, and the shadow is made 
by a belief that in some way the goodness of God has been shut off 
from some life. 

The conscious mind makes that other use of the mind which we 
call subconscious. We must keep our thoughts right, so that the sub- 
conscious mind may know God and his goodness. 

The superconscious mind always knows God. ‘The conscious 
mind can be trained to know God. When this training is given the 
conscious mind, it passes on the truth to the subconscious mind, and 
then the subconscious mind also learns about God. From that time on, 
our lives begin to grow harmonious, happy, perfect. 

We can train our conscious minds to know God, by saying: 

I know that God and his goodness are everywhere and in every 
one. 


c 4 
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ROYAL, Secretary 

Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no 
evil. Price of pins, 25 cents each. 

Requirements for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secre- 
tary of the Booster Club, Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in by 
the twenty-fifth of the second month preceding date of issue. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write 
to one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so 
many Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

hen you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you composed it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you 
copy anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 


Dear Wees: 

This is the happy month of thanks. 

Perhaps you all know how we came to have Thanksgiving Day. 
About three hundred years ago, when there were few white people in this 
country, and those mostly along the Atlantic ocean, there had been poor 
crops, and the people had suffered for food. Then came a year of good 
crops, and the thankful people held a day of rejoicing. And from that 
time and place, Thanksgiving Day has come to be celebrated through all 
parts of our country. 

We have many blessings as a nation, for which we should give thanks. 
We have many personal blessings, for which we should give thanks. I think 
that it would be a good idea for us to have a thanksgiving service every 
morning of the month. We would not need to have this service in words 
spoken before others. We can have it all by ourselves, but it would be 


very helpful for all if others should join us. We could have the service 
by giving thanks in his way: 


— 
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Dear heavenly Father, I thank you for life. 

I thank you for health and strength. 

I thank you for food and home and friends. 

I thank you for the beautiful, good earth on which | live. 

I thank you for school, where I learn to be wise and useful. 

I thank you for your love in me, which makes me love other people and 
makes other people love me. 

I thank you for yourself, because in you I have all the good of which 
I can think. 

We could use all these statements, or we could use those which we 
feel we most need. As a part of our thanksgiving service, we could sing: 

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow, 
Praise him, our blessings daily grow; 

Praise him, each heart, each mind, each voice, 
In love divine let all rejoice. 

We are sure to be happy if we give thanks. I think that thanksgiving 
must be the cause of every lovely thing that we see. Can you think of the 
acorn giving thanks for the life that is in it and for the beauty of the world 
about it? If you can, I know that you will understand me when I say that 
it seems to me that the minute the acorn begins to be thankful the tree that 
is in it begins to grow. Then as the thanks keep coming, the tree thought 
grows and grows until it bursts the shell, and begins to live and to grow 
outside the shell. I know that something quite like that takes place with us, 
for I have seen very lovely strong lives grow from the habit of giving thanks. 

With love, 
THE Ebprror. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 


My Dear Wee Wisdom—I appreciate the opportunity of having you visit 
me. The story, “What Happened to Billy,” was wonderful. I could hardly 
wait for the next Wee Wisdom to come, I was so interested. We just passed a 
water crisis here. There was only water to last one more day. I prayed to God 
for rain so that we would have water. The next afternoon it rained.—Louise E. 
Markthaler. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—There is nothing I like to read better than Wee 
Wisdom. Your Bible stories help me so much. The children in my Sunday 
school class learn the memory verse every Sunday; it helps them to remember the 
lesson in the story.—Maurine Williams. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I made a binder for all of my 1922 Wee Wisdoms. 
One day our machine was stuck in the mud out in the country. We could not 
get out. I said The Prayer of Faith and in about a minute a man came along 
in another machine and he pulled us out.—Frank Weaver. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like Wee Wisdom very much. I have been very 
sick but my mother and I prayed The Prayer of Faith and I got well again. 
res Sunday school class and my teacher also prayed for me.—Loretia E. Ruste- 

erg. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I think you are a most delightful magazine. I cannot 
express my gratitude to you for helping me. When I was sick, Mother got Silent 
Unity to pray for me. Their prayers helped me very much. I try my best to 
live the truth and to “‘radiate sunshine in the darkest parts of the world.” This 
fall I am going to try to organize a Booster club—Mayde McGinty. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—God is the only one that knows how much you have 
helped me. I shall always be thankful to my friend for telling me about Unity. 
I have learned to pray. I am a much better girl now. I enjoyed helping Mrs. 
M. give Wee Wisdoms to my friends.—W innie McCroft. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sending you a dollar, so that you will visit me 
another whole year. I can hardly wait until you come each month. Whenever 
I = sick I say, ‘‘God is my help in every need,”’ then I am all right —Mary 
Perla. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been saying your prayers morning and night 
and I feel that they have helped me very much. I read Wee Wisdom. I like 
‘Peter and the Snail.’ I will continue to say The Prayer of Faith—John 
D. Millentary. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you very much. I was sick with scarlet fever. 
I said The Prayer of Faith many times, and I was sick only a week. Thank 
God for his wonderful work.—Ellen Meade Bruce. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy reading you; you help me in so many ways. 
Today there was a gathering in my head. I read Wee Wisdom and my head 
immediately stopped hurting —Ruth Carpenter. 

Dear Wees—I like Wee Wisdom very much. I was poisoned by poison 
oak and was in a hospital for six weeks. I got Wee Wisdom and said The 
Prayer of Faith and I got better. Now I am all right.—Justus Francis. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have helped me so much. When I am in trouble 


I ask God for help and I get it right away.— Eleanor Wolfe. 


Dear Secretary—Wee Wisdom has helped me in my studies, work, and 
play. I do not know what I would do without it. After I read it I give it 
to a little girl. She says it helps her, also.— Pauline Perrot. 

Dear Unity—I had the Grippe. I said The Prayer of Faith and thought 
about other good things till it left me. I praise our Father for my perfect health. 
—Dorothy C. Battin. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been a constant reader of Wee Wisdom for 
one year and I have learned many good things from it. I most enjoy reading 
the Bible lessons and The Prayer of Faith. I go to Sunday school every Sun- 
day. I am asking the prayers of Wee Wisdom to help us build a house of 
worship.—Margrette Long. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Our beloved cottage mother subscribes for Wee Wis- 
dom for us. The older girls read to the younger ones here. We learn the verses 
on the back of Wee Wisdom. There are fifty-three girls in this home. We can 
hardly wait for Wee Wisdom to come.—Grace Bird. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou helped me a great deal in my schoolwork, for 
which I thank you. I scarcely know what part of Wee Wisdom I like best, it is 
all so good.—Mary Butchart. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I miss the sewing page. I made a dress and put the 
little basket on it. I hope that the sewing page will return to Wee Wisdom.— 
Anna Randall. 

Dear Wees—lI have been trying to live up to the club motto, and I have 
improved. I am starting to organize a club.— Eleanor Bonman. 


WEE WISDOM 31 


Dear Friend—We have organized a band of seven, including myself. The 
six boys have a workshop on my back porch, where they make willow flower 
baskets and boxes, boats, bird-houses, and other nice things. My boys want to 
sell their ‘works of art” and do some real good with the money. This winter we 
plan to bring a little cheer to the children in the County Home. We are radiating 
sunshine.—Mrs. G. J. Hurley. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—May you grow, and grow, and grow until you reach 
every little girl and boy! I am beginning to understand and love you. I can 
read a little better than I could last year and in another year I hope to read you 
all by myself; then it will be a real joy.— Ellen D. Wuthrich. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My sister and I like you very much. The Prayer 
of Faith is my favorite prayer. I say it every night, and whenever I feel afraid 
I say it to myself. I like the stories of Peter and his talks with the different 
insects and animals.—Mary T. Campbell. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a sixteen-year-old member, but I love to read 
you, anyway. I read you to my little sister and my little brother, and they enjoy 
you very much. It is all so good that we cannot say which part we like best.— 
Charlotte Randall. 

Dear Unity—lI like to read your stories, prayers, and poems. My mother 
can see a little now, and I am very glad of it. I hope Unity and Wee Wisdom 
will prosper, and that God will bless you Boosters.—Catherine Ferguson. 

Dear Wees—I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much. [I like the sewing lessons 
best but I like the stories and the letters, too. When I finish reading my Wee 
Wisdom I give it to some other children.— Dorothy O’Callaghan. 

Dear Unity—I say The Prayer of Faith every morning and try to feel 
God’s life in me. I like the Bible stories and I try to be like the good characters 
in them.—Louise Snippel. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am never going to stop taking Wee Wisdom, for it 
has done me so much good. My name was in the June correspondence list and | 
have received nine letters.—Marguerite Warner. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I was most interested in the story, ““What Happened 
to Billy.”’ I heard about a crippled boy and I sent my Wee Wisdom to him.— 
John West. 

Dear Editor—My grandmother reads Wee Wisdom to me and [ like it. 
I will like it better and be more greatly helped by it when I can read it for myself. 
—W. Johnson Witt. 

Dear Wee W isdom—lI don’t see how I got along without you. You are so 
full of rich blessings. Mother reads you. The Bible lessons are fine.—Mildred 
Corrick. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—When I am lonesome | think of the Booster object 
and that cheers me up.—Lorene Curtis. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My sister and I have received much joy, help, and 
happiness from you.—Louise Wells. 

Dear Friends—Wee Wisdom is my birthday present, and I don’t think 
mother could have picked a more suitable one. It is lovely.—Norah Berry. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sending a love offering. I like the stories about 
Peter, and Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks, and Blanche’s Corner.—Charley Ruffles. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I try to use your thoughts in my daily life to build a 
good character.—Jean Cromley. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—The lesson this cost on giving was good. I am 
trying to live it—Martha Cromley. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom and its Wees—In our Sunday school we speak some 
poems appropriate for the occasion. My brother and sister and I always look 
through Wee Wisdom for something. My Sunday school teacher tells all the 
pupils to read it, as it is such a nice magazine.—FElizabeth Curran. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—It is very hard to decide which part of your magazine 
we like best. We use it every Sunday at Sunday school. It explains our lesson 
so clearly—The Rosebud Class. 

Dearest Wee Wisdom—lI love every page in you. I like the Bible stories 
and the story called, ““What Happened to Billy.”,—Edith LaDow. 

Dear Editor—I like Wee Wisdom very much. I like the stories written 
by Imelda Octavia Shanklin.—Helen Barkmer. 


WEES WHO ASK THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 
Betty Sue Biggers: better school privileges; Mildred Teresa Portis: success 
in school work, especially arithmetic; Rosslyn M. L. Wauls: to know more about 
God; Kathleen Fransort; Dorothea Webert: help in grammar; Velma Webert: 
help in arithmetic; Ruby Webert: help in English and reading; Clara Lubrandt: 


school work and music. 


NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 
Betty Sue Biggers; Violet F. Mason; Mildred Teresa Portis; Sigrid Pihl- 
gren; Rosemary Pfeffer; John D. Battle; Louise Faust; Rosslyn M. L. Wauls; 
Susan Hughes; Frances Louise Wilson; Lucille M. Phillips; Lorraine Smith; 
Norah Berry; Dorothy N. Perkins; Charley Ruffles; Tedy Rideout; Mildred 
Rideout; Louise Wells and sister; Grace Beach; Marguerite Dorning; Doris 
McCormick; Frieda Stilli; Clara Waterton; Dorothy Dibble. 


WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 


Ethel G. Snow, Monmouth, Kan.; Catherine Rawlings, Fossil, Wyo.; 
Eugene W. Moore, 99 Glen Eyrie, San Jose, Calif.; Frances Myers, 6013 
Piedmont ave., Los Angeles, Calif.; Louise M. Faust, 616 Second st., Cata- 
sauqua, Pa.; Kathleen Fransort, 4208 Prairie ave., Chicago, Ill.; Velma 
Webert, Dorothea Webert, Ruby Webert, 736 Belleville st., Algiers, La.; 
Robert C. Liddon, Corinth, Miss.; Thora Harrison, Boyds, Wash.; Norah 
Berry, 7 Lomeshaye road, Nelson, Lanc., Eng.; Mercy Barber, 1235 S. 5th st., 
Terre Haute, Ind.; Dorothy Jackson, 286 Washington st., Atlanta, Ga.; 
Wenona Boodleman, Rapid City, S. D.; Grace Beach, 6730 Oxford ave., 
Edison Park, Chicago, IIl.; Marguerite Dorning, Hobart, Wash.; Frieda Stilli, 
1502 7th st., Menominee, Wis. 


| 
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‘Lesson 7, NovEMBER 18, 1923. 


OUR LORD JESUS A MISSIONARY.—Matt. 9:35-38; Luke 
8:1-3; John 3:16, 17. 


GOLDEN TEXT—God so loved the world, that he gave his only be- 
gotten Son, that whosoever believeth on him should not perish, but have 
eternal life.—John 3:16. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

The greatest work which any one can do is telling and showing God’s 
goodness to the world. God showed how great he thought this work is by 
sending his son Jesus Christ into the world, not only to teach, but to train 
others so that they could carry on the same kind of missionary work. 

In learning of the real missionary work which Jesus Christ does we 
must know that it is his spirit in us which makes us want to do God’s great 
work. No matter how strong our bodies are or how clear our minds are, 
it is the inner Spirit which shows the goodness of God to other people. 

This spirit—which is in each one of us—goes to our minds and to the 
different parts of our bodies, carrying the message of God’s health and hap- 
piness to them all. With this spirit are always found our highest powers, 
just as the disciples followed Jesus while he taught. 

Every time we see an appearance of evil in our bodies or in the world 
about us, it is the Christ spirit in us seeing how hungry our bodies or the 
world is to know God. Spirit is always asking us to pray for more 
strength and more love and more understanding (which are the workers 
in us) to help carry God’s message. As we pray these qualities grow 
stronger in us and they help to supply our daily needs as the needs of Jesus 
and the disciples were filled. 

As the Christ spirit in us leads us to do God’s missionary work, we do 
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not judge or find fault with those about us. We try to save them from 
harm and pain and sorrow. Our thoughts and our work and our acts are 
for others, because they show forth the great love for others which God 
has put into our hearts. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What is the greatest work that any one can do? 
What makes us want to work for God? 
What does Spirit always ask us to do? 
What is our desire for others when we do missionary work ? 


LEssoN THOUGHT—1/ pill be a laborer in God’s harvest. 
MEMORY VERSE. 


The harvest now is waiting, 
I'll answer to the call; 

I will not judge my comrades, 
But help them one and all. 


Lesson 8, NoveEMBER 25, 1923. 


CHRISTIANS CALLED TO BE MISSIONARIES.—John 17:18; 
Matthew 28:16-20; Acts 1 :6-8. 


GoLpEN TEXT—Go ve therefore, and make disciples of all the na- 
tions.—Matt. 28:19. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

Jesus knew that he was sent into the world for the great purpose of 
making men know about God. He also knew that his spirit was in all 
men for the same purpose. We have learned that the Christ spirit in us is 
the power that sends the message of God out into our bodies and into the 
world about us. 

Jesus told his disciples that all authority, which means all power, was 
given to him in heaven and in earth. In reading and studying the Bible 
in a spiritual way, we think of the mind as heaven and of the body as the 
earth. The Christ spirit in us is given all power over our minds and our 
bodies. It is constantly sending our minds and our bodies to show to the 
world the life, the joy, the goodness, and the love of God. Our minds and 
our bodies do not have to carry this message by their own strength, for if 
they are doing the will of the Christ within, he is with them always and 
gives them strength and wisdom to do the things that they should do. It 
is wonderful to think of our eyes, our mouths, our feet, and our hands as 
being sent out to do missionary work, and to know that they are never 
alone but that the Christ Spirit is with them. 

Sometimes these disciples in us—our minds and our bodies—think of 
material things, as Jesus’ disciples did when they asked him about a worldly 
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kingdom. At such times the Christ spirit in us tells us to let God give us 
power, and then we will wish to do only the things which are for God. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
Why is the Christ spirit in us? 
What are heaven and earth in us? 
Who has all power over our minds and our bodies? 
Should we seek worldly things? 


Lesson THOUGHT—Christ is with me always, and | will be a wit- 
ness for him. 


MEMORY VERSE 
My willing mind and body 
Are missionaries true, 
For Christ is with me always 


And tells me what to do. 


Lesson 9, DECEMBER 2, 1923. 
THE POWER OF THE EARLY CHURCH.—Acts 2:1-4, 37-42. 


GOLDEN TEXT—W hosoever shall call on the name of the Lord shall 
be saved.—Acts 2:21. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

In our lives the day of Pentecost means the time when the presence of 
Spirit becomes real. We may study a long time about the Christ Spirit’s 
being in us, and yet we may not really feel that presence as something that = 
causes us to act in certain ways. But when Spirit in us becomes so real 
that it rules our acts, that time is the day of Pentecost in us. 

The body represents the place in which all were together on that day, 

and the gathering means that all of our thoughts and our bodily actions 
were united in doing the will of God. 
When our thoughts and our bodily actions unite in doing the will of = 
God, we receive the Holy Spirit, even though we may not see the tongues 7 
that look like fire. The sound as of the rushing of a great wind is the sur- 
prise or sometimes a little fear that comes to us when this great change in 
us takes place. 

When the Holy Spirit comes upon us we receive greater power and 
wisdom, we speak in new ways, and people are more eager to hear the 
message that we have to give. Then we become true missionaries, teach- 


ing the Gospel of Jesus Christ in our acts as well as in our words. ag 
By repenting, we turn away from the old ways of thinking, and by % 

baptism we cleanse our minds of the error thoughts which we have held. 

This new manner of thinking makes us see things in their spiritual, or true 

light, instead of looking at and desiring only material things. 


+, >. 
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Under this new power which comes into our lives we do all things that 
are pleasing to God, and our lives are so Godlike that they help others to 
know and to love God. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What does the day of Pentecost mean in our lives? 
What happens to us when the Holy Spirit comes upon us? 
How do we repent? 
What does baptism do for us? 


Lesson THOUGHT—I receive the Holy Spirit and get new power 
to do God’s will. 


MEMORY VERSE 


The Holy Spirit comes to me 
With power from on high; 

I turn from all my error thoughts 
And see with clearer eye. 


Lesson 10, DECEMBER 9, 1923. 


THE OUTREACH OF THE EARLY CHURCH.—Acts 8:4-8, 
14-17, 25. 


GoLpEN TExT—Ye shall be my witnesses both in Jerusalem, and in 


all Judzea and Samaria, and unto the uttermost part of the earth—Acts 1:8. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

The greatest teaching in this lesson is that we should push out boldly 
and to all places in doing the missionary work that God wants us to do. 
God’s great truth is not for a few only; it is for all his children. Many of 
us are timid about doing our parts, fearing that people will laugh at us or 
will cause us harm, just as the disciples at Jerusalem at first were afraid 
to teach openly. It may take an unusual happening in our lives to make 
us understand our work in spreading the Gospel. But when the time comes 
in which we know that it is to be done, we should let our teaching and our 
examples spread as far as possible. When we do this, we find that people 
are eager to know about God, and there is great joy in their hearts when 
they get the good news. 

If we allow ourselves to be led by the Spirit of God in spreading his 
truth, we are guided in the way that is most needed, as Philip was led first 
to Samaria and later to the road to Gaza, and to other places. 

We must remember that spreading God's truth to other people is not 
the only missionary work that we do. Sometimes we learn that God is in 
one part of the body, but we seem to forget that he is in other parts as well. 
So the first missionary work that we do is to send the truth about God to 
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every part of our bodies, to every part of our work, to every part of our 
schools and of our homes. All these places to which we send the Gospel 
message are filled with joy, as the city of Samaria was; great healing also 
comes to our bodies and our affairs when the Word of truth is sent to them. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


Is God’s truth for only a few of his children? 

Are people eager to know about God? 

What is missionary work besides telling other people about God? 
What comes to our bodies and to our affairs when Truth is sent to 


them? 


LEssoN THOUGHT—! will take God’s truth to every part of my body 
and of my life, and to all those around me. 


MEMORY VERSE 


I'll be a missionary child 
That all my world may hear 
The joyous, healing Gospel truth 
That God sends far and near. 


FROGS AND TOADS 


Frogs and toads are certainly entitled to our protection on ac- 
count of the good they do in destroying vast numbers of insects and 
worms. ‘The toads do this in the gardens and the frogs in marshy 
places, where the air, on account of flies and other insects, would be 
almost unfit to breathe without the services they render. The depart- 
ment of agriculture estimates the value of one toad to be twenty dol- 


lars a year.—Selected. 


| 
| 
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SYLVIA’S BELL 


“Please understand, I’m not really cross about it—nevertheless, 
it is very annoying,” and Timothy, the elfman, balanced himself neatly 
on top of the barbed wire fence. He was very careful, of course, to 
choose a smooth place between the barbs. 

Mary Alice, who had taken her book to the protected side of 
the wellhouse for a quiet study hour, sat up and listened. 

“T am probably the first autumn elf who ever complained,” con- 
tinued Timothy ruefully, “but really, that pesky yellow hen”—at 
this point the little elf became so agitated that he nearly lost his balance. 
Mary Alice peeped around the corner of the wellhouse to see the person 
to whom the little brown man was talking. There was no one but 
Gray Kitty, washing her face. 

“Tt sounds very fine’ —Timothy was once more balanced safely 
on the top wire—‘‘very fine indeed, to be an autumn fairy and to help 
the pretty leaves fall in the most useful places.” 

“Of course it is fine,” assented Gray Kitty. ‘Think what lovely 
patchwork quilts they make, all red and brown and gold, to cover 
the tiny seeds.” 

“Everything looks lovely to you,” said Timothy, swinging vio- 
lently on the wire, “since you have that Sylvia kitten.” Then he 
chuckled. “She is a dear,” the elfman said in a much more gentle 
= “so soft and furry. It fairly smoothes out my temper, to think 
of her.” 

“She is pretty,”” agreed Gray Kitty proudly, “and doesn’t she 
look smart in the blue ribbon and the little bell that Mary Alice gave 
her? And the bell helps me when I want to find her. She sometimes gets 
so interested in her play that she forgets to answer when I call, but the 
little bell tells me where she is.” 

Mary Alice was thinking what a splendid turn the conversation 
had taken—when the brown elf’s voice rose loudly and shrilly. 


BLANCHE 5 
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“There she is now—spoiling a whole afternoon’s work.” 

Mary Alice looked, and there was the yellow hen scratching 
at a bed of red and brown leaves. 

““But she isn’t ugly,” thought Mary Alice. ‘She is tame and 
gentle, and so pretty. Her feathers are the color of rich cream.” 

“She is a nuisance,” blustered Timothy. “I carefully guided 
those leaves, so that they covered the ground evenly. Now she is 
scratching them up in heaps and leaving bare spaces. [ shall have it 
all to do over in the morning.” 

Quite suddenly Timothy stopped his outburst and hopped up 
on the highest fence post. 

“Look, Gray Kitty, isn’t that Baby Sylvia playing over there 
among those leaves? But I don’t hear her bell.” 

Mary Alice watched while Gray Kitty jumped through the wires 
and ran to the kitten. The blue ribbon and the tiny bell were gone! 

“T'll help you look for it,” called Timothy, and he and Gray 
Kitty and Sylvia hunted through the mounds of bright-colored leaves. 
After a long search they gave up and came back, a dejected-looking 
group, to the wellhouse. Even Kitty Sylvia had lost her playfulness. 
" “Tt was such a delicate shade of blue ribbon,” mourned Gray 

itty. 

““And such a musical bell,” added Timothy—‘‘and what will 
Mary Alice say >” 

Mary Alice was about to tell them not to mind, when a faint 
tinkling came from under the tree. 

“Tt’s that blessed yellow hen. She has found it,” shouted Tim- 
othy, jumping off the fence. 

Mary Alice laughed. There stood the hen, with the blue rib- 
bon hanging from her mouth and the bell swinging from the end of it. 
Almost as fast as thought, Timothy darted back, and tied the blue 
ribbon round Sylvia’s neck. 

“My! I’m glad she scratched over there,” Timothy said, grinning 
at Gray Kitty. “She must have sharp eyes. Whenever I am inclined 
to be cross at her for scratching the leaf blankets, I shall remember 
Sylvia’s bell.” 

“You were not really very cross, Timothy,” said Gray Kitty 
kindly, “though you tried hard to be.” 

“No one could be cross long in such a pleasant world. See how 
happy Sylvia is to have her bell again!” 

The kitten was jumping and rolling and the bell was ringing 
merrily—when Mary Alice awoke. 

A movement of leaves under the tree was, perhaps, caused only 


by the wind. 
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BARNYARD MANNERS 


HARTMAN 


Whenever I feed Grandpa’s ducks, 
They come with greedy quacks and clucks; 
They crowd around, and shove, and nip my hands, and walk upon 
my feet; 
The way they hustle me about, 
Till all the cracker crumbs run out! 
I am surprised to see they act as if they never had a bite to eat! 


Now Grandpa says they make that noise 
Because they’ve watched some little boys 
That yell and grab for pie and cake, and quite forget to be polite. 
And when we children show such greed, 
What can you ’spect of ducks, indeed? 
He says the example is too bad—and I just guess he’s right! 
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IN THE RIBBON (HESE CATS NEVER 


CATCH MICE 
| RCH 
+ 
4 


Bi 


THE NAMES 
OF THESE OBJECTS 


MAKE THE LAST h 
LETTER OF EACH WORD 
DO DUTY AS THE FIRST 
LETTER OF THE NEXT WORD 


MISPLACED VOWELS 
Take these vowels: 


aaaeeeioooouyy, 
and put them in their proper places among the following consonants: 
THSHLTLVTALROTHGO 
WTHLLTHART 


The result will be a great commandment given by Jesus. 


ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN OCTOBER WEE WISDOM 


Show me the man who never makes mistakes and I will show you 
the man who never does things. 

Bread, potatoes, mustard, apples, cabbage, beans, meat, soap, 
rice, salt. 
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THE FIREPLACE 


It was chilly last night and we sat 
by the fireplace. 


Buddy kept the fire going by putting 
on fresh sticks as fast as the others 
burned to coals and ashes. 


I had had my bath, and was in my 
nightie and my robe. 


Mother sewed and Daddy read to 
us. They talked about what he read, 
and Buddy and I kept still to hear what 
they said. 


It was warm by the fire. I tried to 
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listen and to watch the flames. The 
things in the room began to chase one 
another, and Daddy and Mother began 
to speak in a queer hum. I could not 
make out what they meant to say. 

Mother looked at me, then put her 
work upon the table. She smiled and 
held out her arms to me. I went over 
to her. She lifted me into her lap, and 
hugged me close. 


Then it was morning. 


4 


CAMY NIGKERS' ON 


There is a Singing Boy I know, 
Who comes and sings of wondrous ways; 
He walks and talks where children go: 
And makes for them such golden days. 
And you may hear him if you will, 
By being sweet and being still. 


I always know when he is near, 
This Singing Boy, so fond and fair; 
He has no chosen time of year, 
He’s here and there and everywhere. 
Sometimes his songs on children’s lips 
Send them to sea on singing ships. 


I cannot tell you all the ways 
This Singing Boy contrives to make 
For every boy and girl that plays; 
For he just sings for sweet love’s sake; 
And children sailing to the moon 
Find singing ships are quite a boon. 


You see, he comes about like this: 
A fairy sprite on wings of song, 

As when the stars send down a kiss 
To help the children’s world along. 

For stars and songs and little girls 

And boys are like sea divers’ pearls 
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Brought up from out the ocean deep— 
The silent deep contains the things 

Which children find when they’re asleep. 
Or when they sail on airy wings, 

To find the port where angels call 

And learn that love contains it all. 


And so, this Singing Boy I know 
Has caught a secret on the wing— 
A great, big, golden butterfly, 
That wakes in him the songs he sings; 
And you can catch him on the wing. 
If you will tune yourself to sing. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


(Boosters who wish to help other Boosters can do so by 
saying this prayer for them.) g 


God is my strength in every need: 
God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


i 

I now am wise, I now am true. 
i Patient, kind, and loving, too. 


All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in me 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing quick : 
God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 


—Hanna More Kohaus 
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WEE WISDOM PICTURE BOOK. 
VOLUME Ill 


The twin Wee Wisdom Pic- 
ture Books, Volume I and Vol- 
ume II, now have a little brother, 
Volume III, to keep them com- 
pany, to help them enjoy life bet- 
ter, and to train them in 
unselfish thoughts and ways. 
Because the elder brothers have 
had things pretty much to them- 
selves for some time, and be- 
cause they are great favorites, 
they might in time become 
rather spoiled, were it not for 


the arrival of their little brother. 
Volume III. 


Let's see some of the attractive and unusual things 
that this little chap brings with him: Twenty poems, 
illustrated by ninety-two colored pictures—and such 
pictures and such poems! 


Together we can enjoy looking over the names of 
some of these poems: “The Fairies’ Tea; “Chief Lit- 
tle Waw;” “Rainbow in Happyhop;” “Of Wynken, and 
Blynken, and “Mister Balloon Man;” “The 


Adventures of Ji and Je; “The Whistler;” and one on 
“Valentines,” inimitably illustrated. 


All these poems, and many more which cannot be 
named here, have just the swing and jingle that you 
children like so well. You can sing them right off, 
after a reading or.two. 


Isn't the cover picture cute? 


The price of this book is $1.50. Sent in a box. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 


| 
VEE VISPOM 
DICTURE 
VOLS 
| 
| 
| 


NOV EM 


Long hot summer days are 
gone; 
All the crops are gathered 
in; 
Winter apples piled in heaps, 
Ready for the storehouse 


bin. 
Mother's baking pumpkin 
pies; 
Spice perfumed, the crisp 
fall air; 


Life is sweet with praise and 


song; 
Folks are thankful every- 
where. 
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MORNING 


Because I know 
All life is mine 


If I but seek 


The Source divine. 


Because I feel 
The happiness 
That comes when 
God's 


Love I express: 


NIGHT 


Because I walk 
The Lord's true way, 
Each morn's a new 


Thanksgiving day. 
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